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It's Carnival! 
Tiffany D. Jackson 


Inspired by “The Cask of Amontillado” 


By J'ouvert morning, when the baby powder dust settled and the 


splashes of paint dried on arms beating steel calypso pans, | decided 
that | had suffered enough insults from Darrell Singleton to last a 


lifetime. 
Ting ting ting ting ting ting ting 
Sticks rapidly slapped on cowbells. Eastern Parkway was flooded with 
thousands of human birds, sparkling on floats carrying giant speakers in the hot 
sun. The yearly Brooklyn West Indian Day Carnival mixed Caribbean islands ina 
bowl of coconut juice. The sounds of Haiti, Barbados, Trinidad, and Jamaica 
clashed and bounced off streets lined with apartments. An endless field of 
costumes, men dancing on stilts, corn roasting on grills, chicken jerking in pots 


on the corner. 
That was where |! found him. On the corner of Bedford Avenue, his face 
bare chest winding up on a gyal dressed in 


still wet with streaks of black paint, 
s friends surrounded him, 


glittery gold and fire-red feathers. A flock of hi 
small canteen, cackling over the music. Darrell stumbled, but 


ly legs did nothing to stop his revelry. He pulled a mini air 


horn from his pocket, clicking it at the sky. 
He will be thirsty soon, | thought as | made 

girl's feathers grazed against my cheek as | tappe 
“Cindy!” he shrieked, eyes bulging, pushing t 
“What are you doing here? 
His rum-soaked words ma 
| chuckled. “It's carnival!” 
“| know, but... you never hit the parkway.” 


“Maybe you've never noticed. But | was just t 
“Of me?” He smiled, and | had his full attention. “Wha 


passing around a 
his drunken wobb 
my way through the crowd.The 
d him on the shoulder. 

he young girl out of his way. 


“ 


de his accent thick like banana porridge. 


hinking of you.” 
t for?” 


“| was talking to DeMarco about my daddy's sorrel. Says you love sorrel.’ 

Darrell squinted. “Your fadda makes sorrel?” 

"Yes. He got the recipe from my grandmother. Been called the best.” 

He raised an eyebrow. "Eh. What does your American fadda know about 
sorrel?” 

Patience. My father taught me patience. As much as | wanted to crack | 
glass bottle on the curb and shove it in Darrell's eye for the disrespectfu 
ribbing ... | had to be patient. 


Something sweeter was coming. 
| cleared my throat over the music. “Knows enough. De Marco is stopping 


by to pick some up to mix in his rum punch for tonight's bashment.” 

“No! He using your fadda sorrel? Nah nah nah, DeMarco knows nothing 
about sorrel. What if it taste too sour and break up the party? I'm a 
connoisseur, | know what's best.” 

“Well ... do you want to try some?” 

The crowd thickened around us as one of the Trinidad floats approached 
the intersection. We blended into a sea of red and white feathers. 

“What? Right now?” 

“Why not? | live right here.” | jutted my lips at the apartment behind him. 
“It will only take a second. It's nice and cool. Aren't you thirsty? Dancing in all 
this heat.” 

“Yes, but—" 

“What? Are you scared?" | teased, rolling my shoulders back, my gold top 
twinkling in the sun. 


“Me? Scared? No, mon!" “Then come on." 
He stared at me for a moment, the decision churning in his head, before 
turning to his friends. “Fellas, I'll be back! Cindy plans to show me a /ittle 


something!” 
His friends didn't hear him over the roaring music... He'd never see them 


again anyway 
Ting ting ting ting ting ting ting 


We entered the lobby of the old prewar building, the place near empty 


with everyone partying outside, just as I'd suspected. Music bounced off the 
marble tiles through the hallways. The elevator door rattled closed behind us as 
| stuck in the key and pressed B for basement. 
"Eh. Where are we going?” he asked with a frown “Thought we were 
heading to your place?” 
"Daddy keeps the sorrel in a fridge in the basement. He gave me the keys.” 
Darrell took a swig out of his canteen. “Why your fadda has keys to the 
basement?” 

“He's the super.” 

“Ha! | see. So, he cleans up after people's stuff?” 

It took all my willpower not to slice his tongue out of his mouth with my 
keys. | imagined throwing it on the floor, stomping it into ground meat, making 
him sorry for every blasted word he had ever uttered about my family. 

| bit my tongue. Patience. “He's renovating the building.” 

Darrell grinned and stepped closer to corner me in the cramped box, 
placing his arms on either side of me. 

“So. What do you Americans know about sorrel?” 

Americans sounded like a curse word in his mouth, and | wanted to rip his 
teeth out. Just the sound of his voice made by pulse sharpen as | imagined 
committing unspeakable violence. But violence is ugly and messy. | had 
something better in mind. 

"He's not American,” | said through clenched teeth, keeping my eyes soft. 
“He was just born here.” : é 

“So, he's only partial Bajan. Like you. Not a true one.” : 


| stiffened, if only to keep myself from striking him. His stench was 
revolting. If I'd had any second thoughts, he erased them, making my next steps 


too easy. 
“You'll see it won't matter when it comes to sorrel.” 
The elevator jolted to a stop. | slipped under his arms and pushed open the 


door. 

"This way.” 

The chilly, damp tunnel provided relief from the late summer sun beating 
on our shoulders. Darrell stumbled in through the darkness, tripping over brick 


crumbles. 
“Dah! Your fadda nah put light down here,” he slurred, rum sloshing oul 
his canteen. 
roken. 


The lies poured out of my mouth smooth as water. “They re b 


Electrical problems. Come on, over here.” 

We reached the far end of the basement and e 
workshop, covered with a thick layer of gray dust. Tools, building 
cinder blocks were scattered throughout, the room lit by a small c 
covered in soot and cobwebs that dulled the sun. Shadows 0 
outside danced on the floor. 

"Hm. He ain't so good at cleaning, is he 
he picked up a red-handled trowel off the work 

My stomach clenched tight as | gulped, won 
it was compared to everything else in the room, or the pric 


ntered a super’s old 
materials, a! 


ellar window 


f carnival lovers 


2" Darrell said, his body swaying a: 
man’s bench. 

dering if he noticed how. fresh 
e tag I'd forgotten to 


peel off. 

"He's ... been busy ... with this, 
in the cement wall. To its left was an old white 
cube, that buzzed and shook with age. | lifted the top, revea 
reused rum bottles filled with dark purple sorrel. 


He popped open a bottle and sniffed. “Hm.” 
He took a quick swig, and his eyes lit up. “Whooooooa. This is good!” He 


tossed the trowel and poured some into his canteen, mixing the liquid together 
with another sip. “Mmm! Perfect! Let me take a seat, rest my feet for a few.” 
“Of course. Go right ahead.” 
He plopped down on the stack of dry concrete bags strategically placed at 
the mouth of the gaping recess, not noticing the wheelbarrow filled with 
premixed concrete in the corner behind him. | grabbed a bottle for myself, 
taking a sip to cool my nerves. It was sweet and tart, not perfect like Daddy 
makes it around Christmas, but close enough. Music slipped through the bars 


on the window, calling us outside. 
Ting ting ting ting ting ting ting 
"This is quite good,” he said, wiping 

“Why your fadda make so much?” 
"He planned to sell them aroun 


"| said, motioning to the giant gaping hole 
freezer, shaped like a perfect 
ling a bevy of 


his mouth with the back of his hand. 


d the parade route, but he had an 


: | 


emergency. 


Hm. How you fadda the super and can't fix electrical? What does he 
know how to do? 

Constructions | motioned to the hole. “Management asked him to patch 
up this wall. Broke it open to fix the plumbing.” | held my breath for five 
speonds, watching Darrell try to drown himself in sorrel. "You should see 
inside.” 

"What? Inside this hole here?” 

"Yeah." 

Darrell stuck his head in and gasped. “Ohhh!” 

inside were the remnants of an old sleep shed. A wooden chair and a low 

cot with fresh sheets. He stepped in, turning back to me. 

"Hal So... this why you brought me down here? To be alone?” 

| smiled with a small shrug, joining him. “Maybe.” 

He smirked. “Ha! Boi, Cindy. Yuh full of surprises today,” he said, stepping 
in farther to investigate the bed. 

That was when | swiftly clicked closed the waiting handcuff around his 
ankle and jumped back out the hole. 

Darrell looked down at his foot, now chained to one of the cinder blocks 


sealed to the wall, almost amused. 
“Heh. What's this?” He kicked and the short chain jingled 


| held a stare with him. He had no idea what was about to happen. That 


made the moment all the more satisfying. 


“You know, my grandfather—from Bridgetown, Barbados used to build 
houses using these blocks," | said, motioning to the stack in the corner. “He 
was good with his hands. He taught my daddy, who then taught me.” 

| wheeled the fresh concrete mix closer to the hole. Darrell blinked, his 
smile slowly fading. He tried walking toward me, but the chain snapped him 


back, keeping him a hair away from freedom. 
He chuckled, nervousness caught in his voice. “Cindy, come now, quit 


playing around.” 


“These blocks can g one off the stack and 


be so heavy,’ | continued, liftin 


setting it in place at the bottom of the hole. “But not too heavy for me to 
manage.” 

| set down three blocks and grabbed the tossed trowel, holding it up like a 
knife ready to slice a cake. Darrell wiggled his eyes growing wider. 

“He had a rhyme for it," | said. “He would say, “Scrap, slap, brick, pat.’ 
Watch me?" 

| scraped a large chunk of wet cement, slapped it on the bricks, then laid 
another brick on top and patted it in place ... just like Daddy taught me. 

“See?” | asked, watching the realization dawn on him. “This shouldn't take 
long.” 

“Ha ha ha! Very funny, Cindy. Who put you up to this? DeMarco? Ah, I'll 
get him good for this.” Darrell pulled at his chain, quickly sobering. “Okay now, 
Cindy. This isn't funny anymore. This thing is starting to hurt my ankle.” 

| focused on smoothing the cement, keeping the blocks nice and even so | 
could patch the hole without anyone noticing the mix of bricks. 

“Okay, stop it, Cindy,” Darrell snapped. “What? You're gonna bury me in 
here? You can't!" 

But | was already at the third layer. | always moved quickly under 
pressure. 

“Cindy! Cindy, quit playing! Stop!" | ignored his cries as he grew more 
frantic. 

“You can't be serious! This is crazy!” he hollered. “My friends! The ones 
who saw us! They'll be looking for me!" 

“No one saw us come in here,” | said with a laugh. “Everyone is out 
enjoying the bacchanal.” 

Darrell froze, his lips trembling. “HEEELP!” he screamed toward the 
window. “HELP ME!” 

| laughed. “Boy, no one can hear you. See?” 

We fell silent, listening to the roaring crowd outside, cheering at the 
passing floats, waving flags as the pans played. 

Ting ting ting ting ting ting ting 

“No! No!" Darrell yanked harder at his chain. “HELP!” 

Scrap, slap, brick, pat. Scrap, slap, brick, pat. 

“DeMarco! You said he'll be coming by! He'll see what you did here!" 
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| chuckled. “You really fell for that? | don't even live in this building.” 

Darrell shuddered, pulling on the handcuff, desperate to break free. 
Suddenly, he snapped his fingers and dug in his pocket, retrieving his air horn. 
With a smirk, he tooted it towards the window and screamed. 

| paused to watch him, wondering if he knew his air horn was 
indistinguishable from the dozens of other air horns on the road, or that no one 
could hear his screams through the blasting music. The hope the air horn 
spurred in him was useless, but it was hard telling anyone that when freedom 
was just a short distance away. He wore himself out trying, and | continued on. 

Scrap, slap, brick, pat. Scrap, slap, brick, pat. 

"Okay, Cindy, what do you want?” he gasped, out of breath. “Money? | can 
give you money!” 

“Money can't fix everything.” 

“Fix what? What I ever do to you?” 

| narrowed my eyes at him. “What didn't you do?” 

“Nothing! | did nothing!" 

“Hey, flat-back American gyal!” | said, mimicking his accent. “Flat-back, 
big-belly gyal! That was what you called me, right? How many other names did 
you and your stupid friends make up about parts of my body? How many times 
did you talk about my father? My mother? I lost count." 

"But ... but ... meh only teased you!” he wailed. “No enough for all this!” 

My stomach rumbled. A part of me wanted to believe him. Perhaps | was 
taking this too far. Perhaps not. 

Scrap, slap, brick, pat. Scrap, slap, brick, pat. 

The wall was nearly complete. Only a few smaller bricks left, and enough 
time to enjoy the rest of the parade. 

Darrell worked himself up into a sweat, honking the horn until it only 
sputtered out a squeak. The hole grew darker and darker. He collapsed on the 
ground, sobbing. 

“! can't breathe, Cindy. | can't. Please!” he cried. “Please. I'm sorry. Please 
let me go!" 

Ting ting ting ting ting ting ting 

“Ah...finally. The last block," | said, and peeped through the remaining 


hole, squinting in the darkness. Darrell's glassy eyes stared back at me, 
straining. 

“Jesus, Cindy! PLEASE! PLEEEEEEASE! 

| mocked his cries and slapped on the last of the concrete, wiggling the 
brick into place. | dusted my hands and took a step back to admire my work. 

Silence. Not even a whimper. “Darrell?” | whispered softly. 

A weak horn blew from the other side of the wall. | had thought about 
taking it from him, but the horn would be out of air before Carnival was over. 

As the elevator hummed back up to the lobby, my stomach twisted, tying 
itself in tiny knots. Food, that's all it is, | thought. | just need something to eat 
and drink after all that work. | tossed the left over materials in the trash outside 
and headed for the jerk pots. 


| bet you're wondering why I'm telling you this story, after so many years 
of silence. | bet you're wondering if | still feel that clawing at my insides. Was 
that a form of guilt? Do | feel sorry for what I've done? 

No. | feel nothing. | don't feel the least bit guilty. 

I'm telling you this because it brings me great amusement knowing he's 
still down there, propped up on the bed, horn rusted to his bones, listening to 
Carnival pass him by every year. 


